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very good about writing. We found one letter
from you when we arrived, and another has come
since. We have also very good news of dear Dick.
There is a letter from him this morning, dated the
25th; he is full of the thought of coming to us.
We left Mentone yesterday, Saturday, week, on a
rainy morning, but it soon cleared, and we had the
most beautiful journey possible along the Eiviera.
Occasionally for ten miles one would like to have
the slower mode of travelling with horses, but, on
the whole, the railroad is a gain. But the superi-
ority of this western Eiviera, which I had not seen
before, over the eastern Eiviera, is very great, and
the whole way from Savona to Genoa is as beauti-
ful as a dream, Genoa and its tall white lighthouse
and the mountains behind and beyond it being
visible all the way. At Genoa we went to an
excellent inn, the same I was at before, the Hotel
Veder; but our day had been tiring, for the sea
had in one place washed the line away, and at the
end of a tunnel, in the dark, we had all to get out,
and, carrying all our cloaks and small parcels, to
make our way up a bank to the high road, along
the high road for some three hundred yards, and
then down another bank to a new train, which was
waiting for us on the Genoa side of the Abyss.
Sunday was a beautifuLrnorning, and Mu and the
children were charmed with Genoa. We went to
the English service, and then to the public gardens^
from which the view is so beautiful; in the after-
noon we drove out to the Cemetery. The mountains
interested us the more because immediately round